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apon the Pelasgi; but when he found that I believed in
innate ideas, he thought that my self-delusion began to
grow serious.

As he was one of those men who believed that directly
to oppose a person in his opinions is a certain mode o!
confirming him in his error, he attacked me by a masked
battery. Affecting no want of interest in my pursuits, he
said to me one day in a careless tone, c Contarini, I am no
oreat Mend to reading, but as you have a taste that way,
if I were you, during the vacation, I would turn over
Voltaire.'

Now I had never read any work of Voltaire's, The
truth is, I had no great opinion of the philosopher of
Ferney; for my friend, the Professor, had assured me that
Voltaire knew nothing of the Dorians, that his Hebrew
also was invariably incorrect, and that he was altogether a
superficial person: but I chanced to follow my father's
counsel.

I stood before the hundred volumes; I glanced with
indifference upon the wondrous and witching shelf. His-
tory, poetry, philosophy, the lucid narrative, and the wild
invention, and the unimpassioned truth, they were all
before me, and with my ancient weakness for romance I
drew out Zadig. Never shall I forget the effect this work
produced on me. What I had been long seeking offered
itself. This strange mixture of brilliant fantasy and poignant
truth, this unrivalled blending of ideal creation and worldly
wisdom, it all seemed to speak to my two natures. I
wandered a poet in the streets of Babylon, or on the banks
of the Tigris. A philosopher and a statesman, I moralised
over the condition of man and the nature of government,
The style enchanted me. I delivered myself up to the full
abandonment of its wild and brilliant grace.

I devoured them all, volume after volume. Morning, and
night, and noon, a volume was ever my companion, I ran